scarlet and orange, winking at him beneath brows of grey;
the church; the plantations; and behind him an unspoilt
country of fields and farms. But he, too, was rolling the
event luxuriously in his mouth. He tried to tell his mother
down below all that he had felt when he saw the coffin
approaching: how he could not leave his work, and yet did
not like to go on with it; how he had almost slipped out of
the tree, he was so upset; the rooks had cawed, and no
wonder - it was as if rooks knew too. His mother claimed
the prophetic power herself - she had seen a strange look
about Mrs Wilcox for some time. London had done the
mischief, said others. She had been a kind lady; her grand-
mother had been kind, too - a plainer person, but very
kind. Ah, the old sort was dying out! Mr Wilcox, he was
a kind gentleman. They advanced to the topic again and
again, dully, but with exaltation. The funeral of a rich
person was to them what the funeral of Alcestis or Ophelia
is to the educated. It was Art; though remote from life,
it enhanced life's values, and they witnessed, it avidly.
The grave-diggers, who had kept up an undercurrent of
disapproval - they disliked Charles; it was not a moment
to speak of such things, but they did not like Charles
Wilcox - the grave-diggers finished their work and piled
up the wreaths and crosses above it. The sun set over
Hilton: the grey brows of the evening flushed a little, and
were cleft with one scarlet frown. Chattering sadly to each
other, the mourners passed through the lych-gate and
traversed the chestnut avenues that led down to the village.
The young wood-cutter stayed a little longer, poised above
the silence and swaying rhythmically. At last the bough
fell beneath his saw. With a grunt, he descended, his
thoughts dwelling no longer on death, but on love, for he
was mating. He stopped as he passed the new grave; a
sheaf of tawny chrysanthemums had caught his eye. 'They
didn't ought to have coloured flowers at buryings/ he
reflected. Trudging on a few steps, he stopped again, looked
furtively at the dusk, turned back, wrenched a chrysanthe-
mum from the sheaf, and hid it in his pocket.
After Mm came silence absolute. The cottage that abutted
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